4                            THE GOSPEL OF ATHEISM.
beyond the walls there is radiant sunshine, and the fresh stir of healthful life. They guess not that the fog which arises from the marshes of artificial belief stretches but a little way, and may be traversed by a brave and steadfast will They guess not that over the lens- through which they gaze at the outside world priests have spread the crape of superstition, to darken the brightness without.
Last of all ought I to be the one to say that in the renouncal of belief in Christ the God-man, or in the Father in heaven, there is nothing of pain or grief to the earnest heart. Those to whom religion has seemed a reality cannot fail to suffer keenly in the wrench that tears out of the soil wherein it has'struck deeply the root of faith. That keen anguish of finding that we have been building without a solid foundation; that " horror of great darkness " which falls upon us when we fear lest our God is only a dream of the fancy; that bitter resentment which springs up on finding that we have been lavishing our heart-treasures of love and devotion upon a phantom; all this involves agony, which is sharp in proportion to the nobility and the tenderness of the sufferer. This is the price we pay .for trie-paradise-apples of superstition, which turn to ashes in th.e mouth. But beyond the struggle and the turmoils on the other side of the river of doubt, there is firm ground on which to stand in peace at last, smooth sward on which to rest the wearied limbs, fair flowers to refresh the aching sight, wells of water springing up, in which to lave the Throbbing brow. True, the prospect is not so wide as that seen from the mountain of faith; but then it is solid land, while the other was a mirage. True, the clouds are not so radiant with glory at the sunset; but the beauty that lies before us is substantial, while the other glory dies for ever with the sinking sun which gives it birth.
Why should the Sceptic be sad ? What has the Atheist to fear in life or in death ? Sadness is for the Christian, whose world lies under the curse of an angry God, whose sky is blackened by the thick clouds surrounding a coming Judge, whose life is darkened by the exactions of a merciless taskmaster, whose death is lurid-lit with the ghastly flames of the fire that never shall be quenched. Rightly haye'the noblest and purest Christian thinkers ever been the saddest; rightly have the most loving Christian liearts wept tears of blood; rightly is the ideal Christian type of humanity a man of sorrows. Jesus, with worn and